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The other toenioy by rage and war. 

Thcfefignc* foierunne the death af Kings, 

Farewcl.our countrymen are ®onc and fled. 

As wcl affured Richard rheyr King is dead, 

Salif. Ah Richard! with eyes of heauic mind; 

1 fee thy glory like a (hooting flat. 

Fall to the bafe earth from the firmament. 

Thy (unne fets weeping in the lowly weft, 

WkncGin" ftormes to come, woe, and vnreft. 

Thy friendes are fled to waite vpon thy foes. 

And crofly to thy good al fortune goes. 

& 'tier T>uke of Hereford, Yorke, North umber luui*, 
“Bu/bietutd Greene prifoners, 

'Bull. Bring forth thcfe men. 

Bufhic and Greene I will not vexe your loules: 

Since prefently your foulesmuft part your bodyes. 

With too much vrging your pernitiou* liuer. 

For twere no charity; yetto walk your bioudj 
From off my hands; here in the view of men 
I will vnfold fbme caufes of yourdeath; 

You haue milled a Princc,aroyall King, 

A happie Gentleman in bloudand lineaments. 

By you vnhappiedand diffigured clcane. 

You haue in maimer with youi (infill houres. 

Made a diuorce betwixt his Quccne and him, 

Broke the poffefsion of a royall bed, 

And flainde the bcautie of a faire Queenes checker 
With teares drawneffom her eies with your foulc wrongh 
My fclfe a Prince by fortune of my birth, 

Neare to the King in bloud,and ncirc in louc, 

Til they did make him mifinterpret me, 

Haue ftoopt my necke vnder your iniuries. 

And figh’t ray Englifh breath in forren cloudes, 

Eating the bitter bread of bamfhrncnt, 

While you haue fed vpon my fcgniories, 

Difparkt roy parks, and felld my forreft woods. 

From ray ownc windowes tome my houlhold coate, 
Race orr my impre cfc,leauing me no figne. 


10% Richard the feceni, 

$aue mens opinions, and my liuing bloud. 

To fhew the world I am aGentleman. 

This and much morc.much more then twice all this 
Condemns you to the death : fee them delivered euer 

To execution and the hand of death. 

Bnfljie More welcome is the ftroke of death tome, 
Then Bullingbrooke to England,Lords farewell. 

Greene My comfort is,that hcauen wil takeour fouler. 
And plague iniuilice with the pauies of hell. 

BnlL My Lord Northumberland fee them dilpatcht.* 
Vnckle vou fay the Quccne is at your houfe. 

For Gods fake fairely let her be intreated, 

Tclher 1 fend to het my kind commends; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings bedeliuered. 

Tcrke A gentleman of mine I haue difpatchr, 

With letters ofyour loue to her at large. 

'Bull, Thanks (gentle Vncklc:)come Lords away. 

To fight with Glcndor and his complices, 

A while to workc,and after holiday. Exeunt, 

Tenter the Ksng, Anmerle,Carliil,&c, 

King Barkloughly Callle call you thisat hand; 

Asm, Ycamy Lord, How brookes your Grace the ayre. 
After yourlatetolsingon the breaking feas? 

King Necdes muft I like it well, I weepe for ioy, 

T o Hand vpon my Kingdome once agame, 

Deare earth I do falute thee with my hand. 

Though rebels wound thee with their horles hoofesi 
As a long parted mother with her child, 

Playes fondly with her teares, and fmiles inmeeting; 

So weepingjfroilingjgreete I thee my earth# 

And do thee fauour with my royal hands; 

Feede aot thy foueraignes foe,my gentle earth. 

Nor with thy fvveetes comfort his rauenous fence. 

But let thy Spiders that fucke vp thy venome. 

And heauy gated toades lie in their way. 

Doing annoyance to the trccherous feete. 

Which with vfurping fteps do trample thee 



